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The last time I was here 
was in 1982. It was during 
the day. Then, a hot 
summer wind greeted us as 
we pushed open the doors 
to a crowd of tourists. 
Tonight, the temperature 
was Just above freezing. 
Clear skies. Light breeze. 
And only a handful of 
people to share the view. I 
felt as if I had scored a 
backstage pass to my 
favorite band. The city was 
mine. # 
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A full day has come and 
gone. I tell myself I want to 
go to bed at a decent hour, 
but every cell in my body 
laughs at that, and I know I 
will listen to the city until 3 
a.m. I can question my 
productivity, but I choose 
not to. # 


I tilted my head back and 
watched the street 

numbers pass by. 72nd, I 
don't even have to see the 
street sign to know where 


we are. The familiar 
architecture of the Dakota 
greets me. I crane my neck 
to look up. I have never 
caught a glimpse of Yoko 
Ono, but I know she's 
there. 
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I've heard people wonder 
about why she would still 
live in the place where her 
husband was murdered. I 
glance across the cab to see 
the entrance to Strawberry 
Fields, and I understand 
why. # 
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I sit with you on the deck 
and gaze across at the 
twelve-story apartment 
building that 1s filterered 
by an equally tall oak tree. 
I look beyond that to the 
other buildings, and I try 
to do the math in my 
head... how many people 
live on this block alone? 
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Thirty seconds of 
calculations and I'm 
distracted by the sound of 
a helicopter flying 
overhead, and another 
siren, and laughter from 
the deck below, and the 
smell of barbecue and 

.. and a bird flies 
by, and some children 

.. What was I 
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cigarettes. 


begin to play. 
teven 
matter. Iam happy in this 


doing? Doesn 


moment. ” 
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Oh, how I love living on 
level B. High enough to 
be entertained by the 
street activity below, but 
not so high that I must 
trudge up three more 
flights of stairs. And not so 
low that I must do 
yardwork. I smile and 
wave at my neighbor in 
appreciation for the 
beautiful flowers he has 
planted. ” 
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I assume the fireflies 
have given up, since 
there's really no such 
thing as total darkness 
here. But I appreciate 
their effort in lieu of 
stars. My spirit will 


joyfully spend eternity 


haunting every inch of 


this city. * \\ 
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Suddenly, I was paying 
attention to the sounds of 


New York City. What was 
normally "white noise" 
became divided tracks of 
water, voices, MuSsIC, 
brakes, horns, and sirens. I 
took a deep breath and 
tried to separate them even 


more. 
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The voices were talking, 
yelling, singing, laughing. 
The music came from 
speakers 1n the plaza, live 
musicians, car steroes, and 
radios on bicycles. ‘The 
sirens were both near and 
far. Some of them wailing 
and some of them "whoop- 
whopping" to get through 
congested traffic. I wanted 
to stretch out on this cool 


" 


edge of marble and stay 
like this forever. ” 
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Thank you for all your 
gardens. Your flowers and 
sidewalks and trees. Your 
tunnels and bridges. Oh, 
the bridges! And have I 
mentioned your bricks? 
Your stones? Your arches 


and your architecture! I 
can't get enough of your 
lintels, cornices, 
pediments, pilasters, and 
turrets. The words alone 
are poetry tome. ” 


oUepUNUE ATSUTUTIAS OT} FO 
Aof ay) SULIDAODSIPAL JNoe sj], 


jsroyny j1oddng 


I want to click the heels of 
my dirty New York City 
shoes three times and 
open my eyes to find I 

am back on the stoop on 
21st street, sipping wine 


and watching the world 
walk by... #” 
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